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I want not to repeat myself and fear works of decadence in which can
be measured the slow ebbing of vigor. Doubtless, as soon as I am
rested, I shall disown these sentences and this semi-resignation which
prompts them today. But there is another reason for my silence: the
too keen interest I take in events under way and particularly in the
situation of Russia turns my mind away from literary preoccupations.
To be sure, I have just reread Andromaque with an indescribable rap-
ture, but in the new state that occupies my mind at present, such
charming games will have no further justification. This is what I keep
telling myself, and that the age in which literature and the arts could
flourish is past. At least I glimpse a different literature and poetry, other
permissions, other impulses of enthusiasm and fervor, new paths . . .
but I doubt if my heart is young enough to skip along them.
What seems to me most obsolete are loving hesitations.
11 January
Most often it happens that one attributes to others only the feelings
of which one is capable oneself . . . but this is the way one blunders.
Among the refugees whom we aided at the Foyer Franco-Beige, there
were very few who did not attribute the most interested motives to our
charitable activity; in the eyes of all we were paid employees who, be-
sides, took a little graft on the side, at their expense. What would have
been the good of speaking of disinterestedness, of love of duty, of the
need of doing service in our way and of reducing suffering? We should
have been laughed at.
Knowing how to put oneself "in the place of others." X. puts him-
self there all right. . . . But it is always himself that he puts there.
Roquebrune, 12 January
Great and fine figure of my Uncle Charles, whom I went to see
before leaving Paris. For some time he has been suffering from a cancer
of the esophagus and is getting weaker day by day.
"Is it very painf ul?"
"It is not painful at all. But I am beginning to enter the descending
curve/* (He is entering his eighty-fifth year!)
Moreover he works as much and as well as ever.
His eyes have taken on a sweet look, a sort of amenity that I really
believe I had never known him to have. I should like to be able to talk
to him to tell "him of my admiration, my affection. . . . But how hard
it is to make oneself heard by himl And I am not alluding so much to
his physical deafness as to that sort of instinctive refusal to listen, to
believe, against which stumbles everything that is said to him^ and